KABLOONA
the jagged points, the beasts would howl with fear as they were
almost impaled, and again and again a sled would hang sus-
pended, lie a motor-car over the edge of a bridge, while we
dragged and bumped our way through this broken and craggy
landscape. You tried to break the point on which the sled hung,
and of a sudden the whole thing would give way and down
would come the sled, the runners losing each time a little more
of their mud, the straps straining and cracking, and the dogs
howling with all their lungs. And we ourselves, when the
huskies flew off, having smelled the tracks of bear, would run
and stumble after, cursing and too winded to be able to call
out and halt the dogs. We were pygmies attempting the labour
of giants and coming to nothing but grief. Twice I had slipped
with my knee wedged so tightly between blocks of ice that I
thought the bones must crack, and I went limping on.
And still no bear! Tracks, yes, as wide as my two hands; but
that was all. I was not made for this sort of chase. I was com-
pletely fagged out. Weariness and absence of physical control
and equilibrium induced in me a surge of foul temper, and as
I stumbled and limped on I thought of the absurdity of con-
tinuing to look for bear in this stupid, petrified, and undoubt-
edly endless and fantastical chaos.
But my Eskimos would not give up. They would pile up
blocks of ice against an iceberg, dig their way to the top with
the help of their knives, and there, pulling out telescopes bar-
tered at the Hudson's Bay post, would stare long and carefully
in every direction. Baboons with telescopes, I said scornfully to
myself; and in a way I was not too unjust, for the seriousness
with which they gazed had something exceedingly comic. But
the comedy was not rich enough to amuse me (what comedy^
would have been?). I was concerned for my knee, my fingers
were still frost-bitten, and I was drowning with weariness. All
the strength that was left in me I put into cursing the Eskimos
and calling out to them, who were beyond the carrying power
of my voice, in my language, which they could not understand,
— shouting that I did not give a fig for their polar bear, that
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